Tripping the comely country Round,

With Daffodils and Daisies crown'd.

Thy Wakes, thy Quintels, here thou hast.

Thy May-poles too with Garlands grac't:

Thy Morris-dance ; thy Whitsun-ale ;

Thy Sheering-feast, which never faile.

Thy Harvest home ; thy Wassaile bowle,

That's tost up after Fox i* th9 Hole.

Thy Mummeries ; thy Twelfe-tide Kings

And Queenes ; thy Christmas revellings :

Thy Nut-browne mirth ; thy Russet wit;

And no man payes too deare for it.

To these, thou hast thy time to goe

And trace the Hare i> th'trecherous Snow :

Thy witty wiles to draw, and get

The Larke into the Trammell net:

Thou hast thy Cockrood, and thy Glade

To take the precious Phesant made :

Thy Lime-twigs, Snares, and Pit-falls then

To catch the pilfring Birds, not Men.

O happy life I if that their good

The Husbandmen but understood !

Who all the day themselves doe please,

And Younglings, with such sports as these.

And, lying down, have nought t*affright

Sweet sleep, that makes more short the night.

HERRICK
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